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And from the earth to heav'n rebound,                    10

Fix'd there eternal as this round,
To Goring! to Goring! see him crown'd.

To his lovely bride in love with scars,

Whose eyes wound deep in peace, as doth his sword in wars;
They shortly must depose the Queen of Stars:             15

Her cheeks the morning blushes give,

And the benighted world reprieve:
To Lettice I to Lettice! let her live.

Give me scorching heat, thy heat, dry sun,
That to this pair I may drink off an ocean,                     20

Yet leave my grateful thirst unquench'd, undone;

Or a full bowl of heav'nly wine,

In which dissolved stars should shine:
To the couple! to the couple! th* are divine.

SIR THOMAS WORTLEY'S SONNET ANSWERED
THE SONNET

No more
Thou little winged Archer, now no more

As heretofore,
Thou mayst pretend within my breast to bide,

No more;

Since cruel death of dearest Lindamore
Hath me deprived,
I bid adieu to love, and all the world beside.

Go; go;                       10

Lay by thy quiver and unbend thy bow,

Poor silly foe,
Thou spend'st thy shafts but at my breast in vain;

Since Death
My heart hath with a fatal icy dart                          15

Already slain,

Thou canst not ever hope to warm her wound,
Or wound it o'er again.